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It is the sixth of June. A few things are 
happening. My house is being bulldozed quite soon. 
| I have a few loose holes to fill, both in this 
pamphlet, and in my life. Do not anticipate a Life 
is a Joke #7. Nevertheless, expect something. The 
future looks bright ahead. 


Holy Joe 
(poco н ышын И 
@ « Lot's wife | 


This is dedicated to 


| А DREAM... 
me MAY THINE No WAY, WE SimPLy EMVLATE, 


AND iW A CLOSED SyGrEm, 
AT THAT. 


we ЕЕ PREDATORS, 
Caton 


HORIZONTALLY MOBILE. 


The room is spinning, | can deal with that. 
Just say "No thank you"... politeness is so often disregarded. 


The unreasonable actions of others warrant their destruction. 


Take drugs... back to their rightful owners. 
You Got To Be A Pom RU үм enemies pae da 


x You Kabw THE стел" 
WiLL BE Copa? 
OUT aF ce One 
а о the 


HOW ТО END A RELATIONSHIP WITHOUT A GUN: 


Toss Him OR HER R HER 
Оо ENLIST. о ЖЕ ARMY, 


3.12.90 


| will soon consume yogurt (living culture) 
In my feeding, ! will destroy life and culture in one powerful gulp. 


TOO MUCH HANDS ON MY TIME. 


UNFAIR truths... 


^^y WEKTDost NEGHBOR is 2e LARA MANY Конг: 
^ CLEAN RATHER Tuay ARE ALLOWED To 
Revs Chow, STAY ALIVE, 


THE POWER oF 
NEGATIVE 
THINKING 
CIL in THe Ус 
То Go To WAR For mis 


AWAHdSV 1a 


PROOF OF SOME SORT OF DISORDER: 


Fill m ER <ТАмр MAKED 
y Dey iv FRONT OF y TIE MYSELF To aw 


wi 
nem радио MADONNAS HOUSE. ANGRY берд 


Sleeping alone is lame. 
-Then again, ! can have some pretty horrid "morning breath" and 
not care. 


Daylight savings time started in the middle of last night. It was 
disturbing, hard to believe. Sometimes time is the only foothold on 
reality | have. 


І wish Jesus could be talking to someone and that 
person would twist the conversation around and say "What do 
you think of Joe Franke?... Do you rea]ly not believe in all 
that he speaks of in terms of coffee and demons, or do you 
think some of it just might be true?... What if he's 
right?... Should we forsake our humanity?... No one has ever 
said that he wasn't the Messiah... Before I had his works in 
my life, all I had was marital sex, sedate drugs, de-caf, 
and the kind of satanic music that you wouldn't want to 


listen to... Now I have that special Something, that gleam 
in my eye, that extra push that helps me put in a few more 
hours a day at the asbestos factory... Joe Saves... Joe has 


Short hair, the kind of guy your parents approve of... 
Jesus, get with the program, your deal is old, the 
Apocalypse. is way overdue... Joe is fresh and happening, a 
90's kind of Christ figure, and he's just waiting to be 
nailed up." 


A giant spider is crawling across my room. 
Had I not decided to get up, I would still be lying 
on my back, staring at the ceiling. The spider 
would have crawled across my face. That sums up my 
current disposition. 


WORD FROM SoMEWHERE- 


SOME DRYGS Just 
MAKE ME WANT TO 


9236 


TEAR OFF My je 
WI 


2. Thrill of a live concert. (Fans trampled to death at the Who) 


Food 
1. Hand-to-hand bashing in of porcupines. 
2. Trapping of small animals with anchored loop snare. 49 
3. Fishing, if applicable. 
4. Insects, frogs, and other readily available foods. M 


I HAVE TO CROWD MY BED TO MAKE IT SEEM LESS EMPTY. 


DESTROY DESTROY DESTROY 


It starts simply and innocently. It was a long while 
back, and I had a car. This girl and I were hanging around, 
Slightly bored, and I wanted to "make a run" to Carl's Jr. 
to get some sort of snack. The girl wanted a "Fiesta 
Potato." Easy enough... 

I'm driving, so the "Drive-thru" seems logical. I 
head on in, speak into the speaker-thing, and request a 
"Fiesta Potato." They inform me that they have run out. I 
acknowledge this and decline an alternative. 

I first pull the car forward, but the path is blocked 
by cars anticipating food, so I decide to back out. 

Something about the way a "Drive-thru" is constructed 
includes the assumption that vehicles will only be traveling 
in one direction. Something about the way I drove at that 
time did not include tight reverse corners. I knew neither 
of these facts. The bumper of my Chevrolet smashed into the 
speaker/menu set-up, removing the panel halfway, and leaving 
the speaker dangling from wires. 

"О.К. I've destroyed the drive-thru", I say to myself, 
leaving my car to the side of the entrance in the middle of 
the lot and walking into the restaurant to turn myself in. 

"I just hit your drive-thru" I say slowly, expecting 
some drama. 

"Oh, you wanted the "Fiesta Potato" the girl behind 
the counter states in a friendly manner. 

"Well... yeah." I answer, thoughts racing, fear, 
surprise, confusion, hunger. THEY DON'T KNOW. 

"So, what did you want?" She entraps. 

"Uh... Hmm... Fries...Large" I reply. Great... Fine. 
I'll be out of here in 35 seconds, I mistakenly think, as 
they slowly start the fryer with a new batch of uncooked 
fries, as opposed to the heat-lamp, instant, FAST-FOOD ones 
I would have prayed for. Relax. Two minutes. 

I glance to the left to where my car is askew in the 
lot. A black and white car drives up to it. Confused 
policemen look out at my obvious vehicle which is almost 
blocking their path through the lot. This isn't happening. 
Relax., They drive on. 

My French Fries are ready. I pay for them and snatch 


up the bag to exit. As I walk out, I can see past the 
counter into the camera monitor of the "Drive-thru where a 
car is parked, yet cannot communicate. I hear "Hello, 
Hello... Hello" echoing unanswered from the back of the 


damaged restaurant which I won't be frequenting for a long, 
long while. 


1 AM THANKFUL THAT MY MIND MAKES NO NOISE. 


L FEEL Like an 
INSIGNIFICANT Sfeer 
IN A SEA or 


SIGNIFicANT SPECK, 


Hmm... 


We aim to please. 
SES WHAT 1S FREEBASE OR CRACK? 
oð 
<=> ©] WHAT DO t LOOK FOR? 
4 e 
са 
Ag a $ К р x Ё 
кощ. | lc. 5 * 
MEAT 


| HAVE NAILS IN MY SHOES PROTRUDING UPWARD 
I CAN CRUCIFY MYSELF WHILE WALKING. 


THE MARK OF THE BEAST 


YOU'RE ONLY AS GOOD AS YOUR LAST CUP OF COFFEE. 
RAVING You Ы 

сот pns R eneve 
NEVER WAVING To 


You're борду, 


Rise. 
Афу 
(Love 


Greyhound 2.8.90 
| wentin the bus washroom to take a piss, and there was a full- 


length mirror in front of the toilet. | glanced at myself just as ! 
"shook it ой" and 1 don't think anything in the world looks quite that 
А silly. you are saved,raise your hands toward heaven and praise the Lord. 


The Doritos Woman 


As | dragged myself on bicycle through the parking lot 
towards the record store where | work, | noticed a giant truck with 
the logo for the all-new ‘Jumpin’ Jack™ brand Doritos® brand 
tortilla chips. 

{noticed the truck while cruising up the curb. | then saw a 
beautiful woman with long dark-red hair and dark eyes. She was 
smiling. She was behind a table. 

"Would you like a sample?" she asked. My jaw dropped. Of 
course, but what? Only then did ! glance to the table, laden with 
small bags of Doritos&. She was offering me food. Inodded, smiled, 
andreplied "Yeah... Thanks." In heroutstretched hand was, not one, 
but two bags of these orange chips. | accepted, smiled, and 
pedaled the fourteen feet or so into work. 

1sat behind the counter, reflecting on the fly chip-vending 
woman and relating it to my co-workers when the dorito woman 
came into my workplacel Around hershoulder was a large, deep, 
black bag containing many more chip samples. 

"Do you guys want some more’? | gotta get rid of these.” she 
inquired. 

"Of course, thank you...thank you' | answered, smiling gra- 
clously, taking in the vision of her existence with vacuum eyes. She 
meandered away, unfettered by psychic magnetism. The god- 
dess had touched me twice, more than two lifetimes of ascension. 

She walked by the window twice, waving at me both times. 
Returning my waves, actually, as | was keeping a vigil the whole 
time. 

My co-workers urged me to make my presence more 
known to this woman, but | balked at the opportunities. 

in a realm of self-deficiency, | observed her saunter to the 
giant Doritotruck, probably continuing a nationwide four in support 
forthe new chip product. There are probably many like me in every 
city. 

The truck started and | knew the chance had dissipated. | 
was left holding the chips. They tasted bland lacking her presence. 
1 did turn to eating, and consumed ten bags in a relatively short 
time, retaining one to commemorate her appearance, however 
brief, in my life. When the chips are down, | remain alone. 


HE CONTROLLED HIS LIFE WHEN HE ENDED IT. 


Тег А SPIRITUAL GRowTH. 


OPEN VP My HEART 
To You, 
Br Т 


WOoULDA*T WANT 
TAR + Piven 


THE RISE OF THE ANTICHRIST. 


Sometimes the rationale of fools can appear logical, and I fear this. 


TF бор Рірм'Т WANT VS To “тек 
NEEDLES [у OUR TONGUES, Tien Му 
Рр HE INVENT iT? 


| was using a felt-tip marker for about a half hour in my room. My 
room smells weird and my head hurts. Curse the poison. Purge the 
insanity. The ache of the present impurity will not stagnate me, this 
is assure myself and the apparitions which surround me while | 

, Ponder this. 


BEAUTY IS WITHIN US ALL, AND SO IS UGLY. 


DEPRESSiov ) PEOPLE THERE 
iS TEMRRARy, СС АРЕ REASowag ib 

Pi ps x AOADA A wen 
cr ЖЗ JSS bye. £ 


ONE STEP BEYOND SIMPLE SURVIVAL. 


t | HAVE WITNESSED 
Mac CONTROLLED BURNING CZ 
Ca) Атрек. WHAT AN INSPIRATION. о Ors 
4? 
RUE > А =], ^6 
Man's inhumanity to man 
YOU'VE GOT IT ALL WRONG 
ITIS MAN'S HUMANITY TO MAN J 


CRUELTY 15 A HUMAN TRAIT. burn forever in hell 


THINGS THAT MAY OR MAY NOT BE TRUE: 


fovRinG® OATMEAL Tie LWWG DEAD 
ON YouR GIRLFRIEND De PAPERWORK Fok me 


WILL IMPRovE GOVERNMENT, 
YouR RELATIONSHIP 


Jens. RESTAURANTS 


The sign, slightly burned out, said, rather than "Always Open", 
simply "Always." I smiled knowingly. 


THIS LACK OF SANITY COULD BE USEFUL 


CofFEE... 


Good things come to those who hate. 


Get Loaded...(click) 
- Mo VALANC, 


I LOVE RANCH DRESSING HEAVEN AND HELL 


1 WILL BAPTIZE MY CHILDREN IN IT. NO DIFFERENCE 
THEY BOTH WOULD BE COOL 


AND THEY BOTH DON'T EXIST. 


Son, 
never handle a gun 


GET DOWN 
WITH THE 
BIG FACTS! 


unless it is loaded. 


ge 
э», 


BEAUTY i, yw The Eye 


OF THE BEHOLDER 
LE WE 
ARE ALL UGLy. 


@ Give it 
4 теу. 


Junkyards are graveyards for cars, Yeah?, О.К., Then graveyards 
are junkyards for people, but you can't walk through and take off 
parts that you like or that will fit. 


THE BONDAGE OF SIMPLY EXISTING WITHIN A HUMAN CRUST 


JESUS SAID 


BEHOLD, I STAND AT 
THE DOOR AND KNOCK: 
IF ANY MAN HEAR MY 
VOICE, AND OPEN THE 
DOOR, I WILL COME IN 


(5 x WONDER IF 


П BenieRs sary 
To НАЕ A тен 
WOUND APPLIED 
Te YT. 


HUMANKIND 
IS NOT. 


The record of the greatest SIN ever committed. 


THE WORLD IS BEING PERVERTED AND DESTROYED 
| MAKE THE BEST OF IT 


I'M ONLY HUMAN THROUGH ASSOCIATION 
I'M POSITIVE 


THERE ARE THINGS | LOVE 
TWO OR THREE. Em 


HOW TO TERMINATE EMPLOYMENT: 


DRWE THE URIWATE 


Bury Dow, 
Youn. NTIRÉ = А 
OFFICE, TEG oF? Bui DING. 


Д 


\ 2% 
165] 2 


Liquid (water) within my watch has condensed atop the inside 
ceiling, making the display glisten with crystalline sparkling. | 
Cannot see shit in terms of timekeeping, though. 


Give us this day our daily toast. 


| can't relate, but | can relate this: 


No man is an ocean. 


чүй, (її „пай 


Better іо rule in Hell than to serve in McDonald's. 


When I was young, I lived in my own little world. 
Now older, I still live in my own little world. 
But somewhere in the middle 

It became polluted. 


"I didn't even see you!" 
-A woman who struck me with her car. 


"Vacate the premesis by the end of the month" 


-The Landlord. 
"Things will get better... or at least fuzzy." 


-Spoken while drinking. 


Wednesday nights seem to be lonely, it is good that I do not check 
for this quality daily. 


AS THE 


Vau ИЕ 


Where the sun don't shine 
| bring my heat lamp. 


RA. Mouth. 
stifle your creativity. 


warped are the blessed. 


TE то END it ALL 


YES... DIVIDE AND CROQUET 


HUMAN SEXUALITY CAN BE A BONUS 
Change the alcohol daily until it no longer becomes discolored. 


Mothers that litter with disposable diapers should have their babies 
bisected, and thine half which offends disposed of properly, 


‚л the same species may react quite differently to the anesthetic or to the killing 


YOUR BODY iS A FILTER FOR COFFEE. 


And I saw three unclean spirits like frogs come out of the mouth of the dragon, and out 
of the mouth of the beast, and out of the mouth of the false prophet. (Rev, 16:13) 


| lost all sense of time. 
My watch broke, concurrently. НАЕ A LiTTLE FAITH. 


How ironic. 
I'M NAKED AND DRUNK 
| SHOULD DO MY TAXES. 


ENJOYABLE ASPECTS OF CEMETERIES: 


EYRE CLEAN, QUIET, 
AVE ALL THESE FLAT You EVER Know 
SURFACES You Сочі? USE УЛА" "TURN UF. 


Ad Pie TABLES. 


a demonic insistence 
| wish people could loosen up like they can when they're drunk, 


yet not be drunk, that way it wouldn't be so sloppy. (1 


Something fun to do if you work in a public place: press your face 
on the edge of a counter or a straight-flat surface to give it a long, 
scar-like impression. Then act very natural, yet observe those who 
see you, to see if there-is any staring or discomfort evident. It is best 
if the fake scar extends completely across one's face. 


When I was a little kid, we were at Disneyland, and 
had been given these giant lollipops. They were put away in 
the stroller/cart thing with our jackets and stuff. I was 
worried about mine, so I kept trying to hold on to the 
protruding stick as we walked through the amusement park. 
This constant tugging took its toll on the lollipop, I later 
realized. It had shattered from my perpetual yanking. 

It is the sucker that suffers from worry. 


Watch out for disease and closemindedness. 


WATCH EVERYTHING TURN  UGLy AND DISEASED... 


Се THE Joy DERWED IN THIS i6 KNOWING 


75 


— 


V IT 356 NOY YouR FAULT. 


Sometimes I feel so anti-social that I don't even want to be 
with myself. 


I shouldn't ride a bicycle. | shouldn't drive a car. | should drive a 
bone-crushing, house-flattening, flame-throwing, pig-sticking, 
steam-rolling, pile-driving, flesh-mangling... VW van. it would have 
to be customized, of course. 


Action and energy lead all too easily to violence 


we or PRUT. 
po and hellfire 


(O3 j 
Ем Nov Quite iMFINITY. 
A SWATCHSTIRA. 


Future pulp. т oae . image of the beast 


z 
нЕ бус ье “ 


| love the feeling of slightly sunburned skin. Feels cleaner or 
tougher or something, like it is being heat-tempered for its eventual 
trip to hell. 


While frying potatoes, I had a vision. The cut-up 
chunks of potato began to slowly writhe. It seemed like a 
sort of hallucinatory dream. І looked closer. The grease 
burst up and splattered across my face. The burning 
persists. The apparitions dissipated. A vengeful god is 
Proving its existence. 


I Didn't This Incredible 
of Energy. 


People on drugs tend to function a little less rationally 


! wondered why 1 don't read on the toilet being that I try to make 
time efficient. But | then realized that | never go to a church, so 
that is my time-saving equivalent. Saved. 


GOOD DAY, NOT ENOUGH COFFEE IN IT, THOUGH, 


M 


I HAVE MY GLANDS FULL RIGHT NOW. 


ern 
Teri, oF " 
Pesmuction’ 


ом 


ddle. All 


Rode my bicycle through wet cement today. It felt like a pu 
of a sudden, | sunk, bounced out, felt splashes, and heard the 


groans and cursing of a mason. 
Never hate a man unless you have walked a mile in his shoes. 


...all across his face. 
The water in the sink wasn't draining very quickly 


I thought I was thinking in slow motion. 
Eleven o'clock, and all's hell. 


ART 


If | was truly a nihilist, | wouldn't write this down. 


BABIES ARE THE EQUIVALENT OF LARVAE. 


FINAL TRIUMPH .-.....,.— 


"THE FiooR 
tS Moving 
More 


Ому THE DRUGS ім му Sysrem 
PREVENT МЕ FRom Tertia Jeu 
How Wary r AM eho. 


LB м 


WAYS TO OBTAIN FREE ADMISSION: 


DISGUISE YouRSELF AS BLow up 
A FIRE INSPECTOR, 


| had a fly on the rim of my coffee pot once. It was disturbing 
...infuriating. | denied it. It couln't have happened, I said to myself. 
After all, what was I going to do, throw the coffee out? No, it didn't 
happen. It couldn't have happened. It would have been too 
disgusting. 1 


Other Publications 
“Heaven Or Hell: The Choice Is Yours. .? 


Order your books now x 
#5 (How to Survive) -> $1 each 
#4 Nothing is Sacred) 


Postpaid 


mE least original of artists 
«ЫШТ millions of реоріе yearly. 


